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Bonification of nature. I gazed upon her only as I would
apon a beautiful landscape, with an admiring sympathy
which ennobles my feelings, invigorates my intellect, and
calls forth the latent poetry of my being.

The thought darted into my mind in a moment. I can-
not tell how it came. It seemed inspiration, but I re-
sponded to it with an eager and even fierce sympathy.
Said I that the thought darted into my mind ? Let me
recall the weak phrase, let me rather say, that a form rose
before me in the depth of the dull night, and that form was
myself. That form was myself, yet also another. I beheld
a youth, who, like me, had stifled the breathing forms of
his creation, who, like me, in the cold wilderness of the
world, looked back with a mournful glance at the bright
gates of the sweet garden of fancy he had forfeited. I feli
the deep and agonising struggle of his genius and his fate,
and my prophetic mind bursting through all the thousand
fetters that had been forged so cunningly to bind it in its
cell, the inspiration of my nature, that beneficent demon
who will not desert those who struggle to be wise and good,
tore back the curtain of the future; and I beheld, seated
upon a glorious throne on a proud Acropolis, one to whom
a surrounding and enthusiastic people offered a laurel crown.
I laboured to catch the fleeting features and the.phanging
countenance of him who sat upon the throne. Was it the
strange youth or was it, indeed, myself ?

I jumped out of bed. I endeavoured to be calm. I asked
myself soberly whether I had indeed seen a vision, or
whether it were but the invisible phantasm of an ecstatic
reverie ? I looked round me; there was nothing. The
moonbeam was stationary on the wall. I opened the win-
dow and looked out upon the vast, and cold, and silent
street. The bitterness of the night cooled me. The pulsa-
tions of my throbbing head subsided. I regained my bed,
and instantly sank into a sweet sleep.